Ghazel. [193]

Whensoe'er I call to mind the feast of union 'twixt us twain,

Like the flute, I wail so long as my waste frame doth breath retain. '

"Pis the parting day; rejoice thee, O thou bird, my soul, for now
I at length shall surely free thee from this cage of dule and pain.2

Lest that any, fondly hoping, cast his love on yonder Moon,
'Gainst her tyranny and rigour unto all I meet I plain,

Ah, my tears of blood suffice not for my weeping eyes1 outlay,
So each moment from my vitals aid to borrow am I fain. 3

Grieve not I whate'er injustice rivals may to me display;
'Gainst my dear's despite, I teach my heart injustice to sustain.

Well I know I ne'er shall win to union with thee, still do I
Cheer at times my cheerless spirit with a hope as fond as vain,

I have washed the name of Mejmin off the face of earth with tears;
0 Fuztili, surely I likewise a name on earth shall gain.

Ghazel.  [194]

Feres are heedless, spheies are ruthless, Fortune is inconstant quite;
Woes are many, friends not any, strong the foe, and weak my plight.

Past away hope's gracious shadow, passion's sun beats fierce and hot;
Lofty the degree of ruin, lowly is the rank of right.

Little power hath understanding, louder aye grows slander's voice,
Scant the ruth of fickle Fortune, daily worsens Love's despite.

I'm a stranger in this country, * guile-beset is union's path;
Tm a wight of simple spirit, earth with faerie shows is dight.

1  The  flute  wails  so  long  as  the player's breath is in it; the poet wails
till his breath ceases, i. e. till he dies, or till he swoons for sonow.

2  That is, from the body.

8 The  liver (the  seat of passion) was supposed to be formed of blood in
a solid state.
* The world.